THE MOVEMENT IN THE  SOUTH
the ditch, with his brakes screaming, and then the man
ran into us, hitting the fast-travelling car on the right-
hand angle-bracket of the wind-screen. There was a
hideous, hollow crash and he fell in a heap. When the car
stopped, I raced back, but the man was dead. What
followed was like a nightmare Villagers rushed up from
all over the place, and there were shouts of despair
which quickly changed into menaces for us. Sticks were
raised and fists clenched and my French chauffeur and
myself were in an ugly fix until the village guards with
shotguns turned up to arrest us. They made us put
up our hands, roughly searched us, and then marched us
off to the village lock-up. Our car, which had suffered
badly—all the right wing and running board having been
torn off where we had lumbered through the ditch—was
brought along behind us by a village youth.
I asked loudly for the presence of the Civil Guard, who,
I knew, were alone capable of dealing with the situation,
while outside the villagers shouted for vengeance against
the foreigners who had killed one of theirs. Fortunately,
good deeds have their own reward, and there turned up
the alcalde or mayor of the village who happened to be
a man I had picked up on the road the week before and
taken as far as Pampeluna, where he had business. He
recognised me and took the whole affair in hand. Half
an hour later the Civil Guard appeared and the shouting
crowd was sent at once to the right-about, I called for
witnesses, but the sergeant, a tall man with a long, fair
moustache, said, "Let us look at the road first. If the
accident took place as you say, it will be clearly marked
and we will have no need for witnesses." We all got into
my car, and this time my chauffeur, reassured, drove us
back to the spot. Our brake marks and the point where
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